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Without You 


Author's Notes: 

| was inspired when | read \'The Dirt\ by the part about Razzle dying and how Vince felt afterwards; how 
hurt he was that the others ignored him and stuff like that. So this is based on that. 

*TO EVERYONE THAT READ THIS ALREADY N'M SORRY THE FIRST TWO PARAGRAPHS DIDN\T POST! THEY\RE 
UP NOW* 


| look at each of them in turn, but none of them look at me. Their eyes are staring up at the plastered ceiling 
or down at the dirty floor, or even at the stained, hideous walls in this place, avoiding my searching gaze. 


They're looking anywhere they can. Anywhere but at me, and it hurts. 


Tommy picks up a magazine from the table and starts flipping through it. Nikki, sitting next to him, pretends to 
be overly interested in it too, just giving himself something to do. Mick just stares out the window, not looking 
for any excuses, the awkward silence not seeming to bother him at all. Then again, does anything ever really 


bother him? 


In that moment I'm angry. Most of all, m angry at myself of course, but right now I'm also angry at them. 


I'm angry at them because | thought they were my friends and | thought they were there for me. We've been 
through so much together, but if they really were my friends, wouldn't they know me well enough to look past 
this facade of strength I've built up around myself and see the true guilt and sadness behind it? Do they 
really think I'm heartless? 


| suppose that's what you would think though, isn’t it? | suppose that's what the whole world thought when 
they saw the headlines. 


‘Tragic drunk driving accident kills Nicholas "Razzle" Dingley of Hanoi Rocks, Vince Neil crashes car: 


What they don't understand is that I'm not the only one that was fucked up that night. Razzle was just as bad 
as me, if not worse. Misfortune only made it so that | was the one driving, and he was the one that got the 
worst of the impact in the passenger seat, when the roles could just as easily have been reversed. Would they 


be giving Razzle such a hard time if he was the one that had killed me? 


What they also don't understand is that | never meant for it to happen. They think l'm a cold-hearted, 


brainless creature that was dumb enough to go get drunk and then kill his friend in a car accident. 


What they don't know is that | still cry myself to sleep most nights, and not just out of guilt and not out of 
fear of my image being ruined, but out of true, deep, stinging pain because Razzle WAS my friend, and now 


he's gone. 
And they're making me believe it was my fault: 


Which, okay, | admit, mostly it was. But do they think that rubbing that in my face will improve matters in any 


way? 


| can't believe that after all this time, after them ignoring me for months and none of them even bothering to 
visit me in prison or even checking in with me, not even caring to ask how I've been when we haven't talked in 

so long, that after all this time, my supposed friends have the nerve to treat me this way. None of them even 
attempted to understand what | was going through, and none of them will, because they don't care to hear my 


side of it all. 


They don't understand because they're not the ones that were in the driver's seat that night, because they're 
not the ones that felt the impact of the crash nor the dent it left, not just in the car but in me too, because 
they're not the ones that had to feel like a monster (and still do), and because they're not the ones that had 
to face the whole rest of the world with a brave face after it happened. 


Above all, though, they don't understand because they're not the ones that had to watch their friend die right 


before their eyes, knowing it was too late to do something but willing it to be different, and they should be 
thankful. 


Because that's the part that scarred me most. 


That's the part | relive every night in my dreams, the part that haunts my every waking move. That's the 


part that | know will stay with me forever, engraved as permanently in my mind as the tattoos are in my skin. 


That's the scar that's there to stay, because some scars will never really go away. And every time they make 


me feel worse about something | already feel unbelievably bad about, the wound reopens, bigger than ever. 
| know they'll never really forgive me. 
| know I'll never really forgive myself. 


| also know this emptiness is here to stay. Honestly, the worst part of it all is knowing all this and not being 


able to do anything at all about it. 


When everything is said and done, what it comes down to is a matter of strength, friendship, and willing to look 
past this. We all know we can never make things the same again, that much is obvious. But the least we can do 
is try. All four of us, together, as a team, as a band, and as a family. But maybe that's too much to ask. 


They're only my friends, after all, and sometimes | cant even be sure of that much. 


